THE  TRAIN
"And now?" asked the captain. "Don't you still want
one?"
"Now!" said Kolka. "I'll get one for nothing now."
He had a clear childlike face which had never known
a razor. He was the only one in the ^ whole coach who
felt awkward over his nakedness and his helplessness with
so many women around, and his blue eyes would rest
on Lena with thoughtful perplexity. He was shy, but at
the same time could not refrain from talking about
himself, and did so without any fear that the grown men
might be laughing at him.
"The worst moment was when I was wounded the
first time," he said. "Not used to it. I even felt sick with
fright—thought I was going to die."
"Afraid of dying, were you?"
"No!" Kolka replied. "I felt mad at the thought of
dying when I'd seen nothing of life yet. Nothing," he
repeated staring in front of him sternly and challeng-
ingly.
A dum-dum bullet had wounded him in both legs.
Gangrene had set in in the hospital, but his powerful
constitution had come to the aid of medicine, and the
infection had been overcome. Now Kolka considered
himself quite well. With the help of a nurse, he could
walk to the dispensary for dressings. He Hked to sit in a
chaise-longue, his big boyish hands on his knees. There
was a dignity and confidence in his pose that had
nothing childlike about it, "I have done something, and
I shall dp more, depend upon it," said his whole figure—
his full-lipped, blue-eyed face.
Dr Belov liked to come into coach eleven and listen to
Kolka talking. No, of course, Igor was not like that, not
a bit. His face was different, and his character. "Igor's a
hot-house plant, while Kolka's as transparent, clean and
fresh as a wild flower," thought the doctor. But Igor was
a lad like Kolka, even younger, and the doctor liked to
look at Kolka.
Damlov, a white overall pulled clumsily over his set
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